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1  \\(>  HOI  KS  IN  A  COAT 


How    Lincoln's  Assassin 
Dress  Coat. 


Ruined  a 


(From  San  Francisco  Chronicle.) 

There  reposes  in  the  trunk  of  Wil- 
liam Withers,  Jr.,  leader  of  the  Cali- 
fornia Theater  orchestra,  an  ancient 

swallow-tail  coat,  faded  somewhat ,  Ioping  down  the  st„ 
with  time,  fragmentary  In  condition  ,  p&Zfc  far  less  ti 


hand.  The  blow  struc  k  me,  glancing 
on  the  hip  and  made  the  cut  you  see 
here.  It  turned  me  partly  around,  and 
like  a  flash  he  struck  me  again  and 
knocked  me  headlong  to  the  floor  of 
the  passage  in  front  of  him.  Without 
losing  a  second  he  jumped  over  me 
seized  the  knob  and  wrenc  hed  the  door 
open,  and  in  a  second  more  was  pal- 
street.  All  this  took 
than  it  takes 


through  the  clipping  of  pieces  from  it ,  £Q  t(?u  ifc     Aftpr  hi  a,S() 
as  mementoes,  yet  what  a  highly  in- 1  oyer  stuart     h  detecti 

teresting  garment  through  historical  |  and  foll()Vvin  him  a  crowd  of  k: 
association.    The  coat  has  two  long 1 


knife-slits  in  it,  one  in  the  neck  and 
the  other  in  the  hip,  which  were  re- 
ceived in  Ford's  Theater,  in  Washing- 
ton, where  the  coat,  with  Mr.  With- 
ers inside  of  it,  was  present  on  the 
night  that  President  Abraham  Lincoln 
was  assassinated.    The  gashes  were 
inflicted  by  the  assassin,  John  Wilkes 
Booth,  a  few  moments  after  he  fired 
the  shot  that  reverbrated  through  th^e 
nation,  and  the  story  of  that  night  as 
told  by  Mr.  Withers  to  a  Chronicle  re- 
porter, is  as  follows:    "The  play,  as 
you  recollect,  was     'Our  American 
Cousin.'      The  house    was  jammed 
from  pit  to    dome    with    a    throng  j 
whose  admiration  and  attention  was 
divided  between  the  Presidential  box 
where  sat  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lincoln,  little ! 
Tad,  and  Major  Rathbone,  and  the  j 
stage  where  Harry  Hawk  and  Laura  | 
Keene  personated  the  leading  roles. 
The  first  two    acts    had  proceeded 
without  unusual  interest,  President 
Lincoln  appearing  to  quietly  enjoy  the 
performance,  and  finally  the  curtain 
rose  on  the  third  act  and  the  dairy 
scene,  where  'Trenchard'  was  to  pro- 
pose to  'Marg  Meredith.'  During  the 
interlude  I  had  gone  behind  to  talk 
to  Wright,  the  prompter.   I  had  com- 
posed a  song  'Honor  to  Our  Soldiers,' 
in  honor  of  the  occasion,  which  had 
not  been  sung  at  the  proper  time,  and 
went  to  see  about  it.    To  talk  with 
him  where  he  stood  I  had  to  order 
Spangler  the  scene-shifter  out  of  the 
way.    His  position  was  at  the  gas- 
that  his  enforced  removal  spoiled  one 
of  the  cards  in  the  programme,  which 
was  the  turning  off  of  the  gas  as  soon 
as  the  shot  was  fired.    I  had  finished 
my  talk  with  Wright,    and  turned 
down  the  passage  which  led  out  into 
the  alley  way  where  Peanut  John  was 
holding  Booth's  horse,  and  which  also 
led  to  the  door  by  which  I  returned  | 
to  my  place  in  the  orchestra. 

"The  passage  was  dark  and  very 
narrow,  so  much  so  that  in  fact  two 
men  could  not  pass  side  by  side.  I 
had  traversed  nearly  to  the  door  when 
I  heard  a  single  pistol  shot.  I  stopped 
started  and  tried  to  think  where  there 
was  a  pistol  fired  in  the  'American 
Cousin.'  Then  I  heard  a  strange  mur- 
mur and  looking  around  I  saw  Harry 
Hawk  running  rapidly  up  the  steps 
that  led  to  his  dressing  room.  A  sec- 
ond afterward  I  saw  a  man  run  across 
the  stage.  He  had  jumped  from  the 
box  to  the  stage  on  the  other  side  of 
me,  but  his  impetus  was  so  great  that 
he  ran  into  the  brick  wall  near  me, 
putting  out  his  hands  to  break  the 
force  of  the  collision.  Then  he  jumped 
for  the  passage-way  and  I  saw  his 
face,  but  scarcely  recognized  it  as 
Booth.  His  eyes  seemed  starting  from 
his  head,  his  black  hair  stood  on  end, 
and  his  dark,  handsome  face  wore 
such  a  ferocious  look  that  he  did  not 
seem  like  the  some  man:  I  was  com- 
pletely paralyzed  as  he  rushed  into 
the  passage  and  said  'Get  out  of  my 
way.'  I  could  not  have  done  so,  even 
if  I  had  the  presence  of  mind,  and  in 
a  second  he  was  on  me,  striking  at  me 
with  the  dagger  he  h<!d  in  his  ripht 


who,  taking  me  for  an  accomplice,  ar 
rested  me  and  took  me  back  on  the 
stage.  The  scene  there  was  simply 
indescribable. 

"The  audience,  crazy  with  excite- 
ment, were  yelling  they  knew  not 
what.  The  stage  and  the  front  part  j 
of  the  auditorium  were  jammed  with 
people,  some  asking  the  cause  and 
others  yelling  'lynch  him,'  'hang  him' 
— though  who  the  assassin  was  they 
did  not  know.  The  lights  were  in  full 
glow  and  above  could  be  seen  the 
President,  senseless  and  white  as 
death  with  his  head  partially  hanging 
out  of  the  box,  while  Mrs.  Lincoln 
bathed  his  forehead  with  water  from 
a  basinful  which  Laura  Keene  held. 
The  audience  became  wilder  when  the 
truth  was  known,  and  were  augment- 
ed by  the  throng  of  breathles  arrivals 
from  the  outside,  until  the  theater 
was  so  crowded  that  another  person 
could  not  have  possibly  gotten  even 
his  head  in. 

"The  President  lay  in  his  box  under 
the  doctor's  care  for  a  long  time,  and 
was  finally  removed,  through  the 
greatest  crowd  that  ever  gathered  in 
Washington,  to  the  boarding-house 
across  the  street,  where  he  died  the 
next  morning.  I  was  taken  to  the  po- 
lice station,  but  discharged  as  soon  as 
the  facts  were  known.  Spangler  was 
arrested  and  convicted  of  being  an  ac- 
complice, but  was  afterward  par- 
doned. The  knife  thrusts  did  me  no 
great  injury,  the  first  not  penetrating 
the  skin  and  the  second  only  scratch- 
ing my  neck.  I  have  kept  the  coat, 
however,  as  a  memento  of  the  most 
exciting  night  I  ever  experienced.  The 
shirt  I  wore,  which  was  also  slashed, 
I  gave  to  Harry  Widmer,  now  of  the 
Baldwin,  who  was  playing  with  me 
at  the  time,  and  who  still  has  it  I 
believe."— Jan  13,  1883. 
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